MR. REGINALD EVES

Collins, who looked as if they had stepped straight out of Dickens.
Little Reginald Eves loved them and used to pass most of his
rime exploring the cottage, which was full of the treasure trove
of the sea which sailors are apt to accumulate, or playing at
smugglers with the fisher-lads.

The cottage has gone with the winds of that wild coast:
gone with the days when he and the fisher-lads he played with
thought:

** There was no more behind
But such a day to-morrow as to-day
And to be boy eternal.**

I think Eves would give all he has if, like a crab, he could go
backwards and live again those days.
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